THE   DUKE    OF    WINDSOR
they brought Queen Victoria from Osborne on her last jour-
ney. There were others who had played their part in the life
of the dead King. Near the west door was the Dean, whose
ancestors served the Royal Family in the time of George the
Third. There were old ladies, dimly seen behind their black
veils, who used to dance in the Castle in the gay days before
the war.
In front of the altar four candle flames moved gently against
the golden reredos. From outside came the growing murmur
of the procession. The west window was a vast curtain of
stained glass; a company of saints looking down to the great
door of the chapel.
The form of the coffin darkened the doorway: one knew
then that George the Good was being brought into the home
of his fathers. The Archbishops, the Dean and Chapter of
St. George's, led the procession towards the door of the choir.
One hardly dared to look at the group of mourners walking
behind the coffin; the young King, his mother and his broth-
ers. As the Bishops and clergy moved before the coffin the
voices of the choir were heard singing :
I am the resurrection and the life, saith the Lord: he
that believeth in me, though he were dead, yet shall he
live; and whosoever liveth and believeth in me shall
never die.
The procession moved on, past the memorials to Princess
Charlotte, and the blind King of Hanover, and then into the
shadows of the choir. After they passed under the low, carved
doorway, the words of the twenty-third Psalm were sung. The
coffin was carried over the tombs of Charles I and Henry VIII:
then it was placed on the purple bier over the royal vault.
As the Bishop of Winchester read the Lesson, "I saw a new
heaven and a new earth —" most eyes turned towards King
Edward. Many who do not make a habit of prayer must have
prayed for him on that day. Few men in history had ever
faced a decision more awful and heart-searching than that
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